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Somewhere in the Midwest 
08am, July 17, 1789 


The iron beds were offset by crisp linen sheets and a picture hanging on the wall from a rusty nail. A pallid 
print of Picasso, Lars noted with interest. He sighed. Touring was an ongoing graft of nameless, faceless 
strangers and squalid hotel rooms. He saw cars, busses and trains, and airports that looked like bars, and bars 
that looked like morgues. All the cities in the world appeared hemmed in by oil slicks and shabby, custom-built 
monotony. Lars shifted onto his back and gazed at the sleeping form to his right, in the adjacent bed. Under 
cover of shadows, James looked willowy, almost gentle. His tousled locks spilled over the pillow, glittering gold in 
the fading light. His toned, long limbs were sprawled over the covers. 


Lars wondered whether James remembered. Whether he cared. Whether there was any point in bringing it up. 
He decided there wasn't. Some things are best consigned to memory. Lars burrowed into the bedding and 
drifted off to sleep. He dreamt of sweet cerise lips, sky eyes and sun hair. After a time, the bed dipped 


beneath Lars as James edged closer. Lars stopped breathing, and a moment later, he felt James's lips on his 


mouth. It was nothing like the sort of kiss they had shared before; hungry, drunken, desperate. This kiss was 
so soft that it was like a memory of one, so careful on each other's lips that it was like someone running 
fingers along them. It was a slow and soundless thing that poured all that they felt without committing to 
words. James's mouth parted and stilled, and Lars touched his neck. 


James sat up, slowly, and Lars opened his eyes. His expression was blank, the face he wore when something 


mattered. 

"Sorry | woke you up, Lars." 

"You didn't, not exactly. Whats up?" 

James shrugged and swept his long hair over one shoulder. 

"What is it?" 

"Fuck, you won't let up about it huh?" James stretched out on his side and stroked Lars's face. "Okay. Well, 
don't fucking make a big deal out of it, but I'm finding it really difficult to sleep without you these days. It's 
like, what's the point?" 

"Oh, that" 

"Yeah." 

"Can | sleep now?" 

"Well, now that you're up-" 

"James!" 

He flashed his signature grin and kissed Lars's button nose. 

Lars smiled. "Love you." 

‘|..yeah," James drew Lars to him and touched his hair. "Do you dream?" 

"Meh. Not much anymore." 

"No dreams?" 


"Well, | dream, but they're so mundane. Like unpacking a suitcase, mailing a letter, polishing my cymbals. The 


other night | dreamed about fixing the bolts in my rig" 


"That's crazy, man. Even your dreams are fucking productive." 

He chuckled. "I know. What do you dream about?" 

"Disturbing shit. Let's not go there." 

Lars climbed on top of James. "But | wanna go there." 

"Well," James stroked Lars's back. "So dreams are like postcards from the subconscious, right? Inner self- 
doubt or right-brain trying to cross that mode to the left. All too often they come back unread. Return to 
sender, address unknown" 


"Oh man, we gotta write this shit down!" 


Lars tried to get up but James pulled him down unceremoniously. "Stay put, Lars. We're not writing fucking 


lyrics here. You asked me a question and l'm trying to answer." 

Lars giggled. "Sorry." 

"So anyway, that's a shame too, because there's a whole different world out there, or in here, depending on 
your point of view. For all we know, this very moment could be nothing more than vapours of our own 
imagination. | dream about wild things, Lars." 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah. Hot and unspeakable." 

"Your lyrics give me insight into your hot and unspeakable." 

"Aint that true. Wanted to ask you something. Any chance we can take Thursday off?" 

"No" 


"Lars! Our next show isn't until Saturday!" 


Lars sat up on James. "You know what? You and Kirk are really beginning to piss me off! What is it this time? 


Fucking rodeo? We agreed to practice new material." 


"Okay," James smoothed his palms up Lars's thighs. "It's just that | really wanted to get away. Skynyrd are 
playing Red Rocks and | was thinking about a road trip.” 


"To Colorado? In the middle of our fucking tour?" 


"It ain't the middle! We're almost done and I'm exhausted. | need some time out. Wanted to ask if you fancied 
coming along. | know Skynyrd aren't your thing, but itll be fun to get away for a couple of days. Just you and 
me. Whaddya say?" 

"When are they playing?" 

"Like | said, Thursday." 


"James, that's in fucking two days! Why didn't you tell me earlier? We could have made provisions for it and 
done shit properly. Fuck, you're annoying." 


"I didn't know until yesterday." 

"Right," he sighed. "Lynyrd fucking Skynyrd, huh?" 

"Hey, don't bash the Skynyrd." 

Lars chuckled. "Okay look, I'll speak to Peter in the morning and see what | can do." 

James jumped up, almost propelling Lars off the bed. "Yeeehaw!" 

"No promises! But look, if he kicks up a fuss can't we just fly to Denver on Thursday?" 

"No, Lars. The whole point is taking a road trip.” 

"| thought the whole point was seeing Skynyrd!" 

"Easy Rider, man! Kerouac? Shit. You're not American, You'll never get it" 

He smirked. "Guess some things are beyond my European sensitivities." 

"Lamentably not saying shit like sensitivities," James sneered. "Come on, you and me in an open convertible. The 
open sky whooping by overhead. The wind in our hair. Sprawling landscapes. We're talking I5 hours max with the 
most beautiful scenery." 

"Yeah, non-stop highways and cornfields. Goodie." 


James pinned Lars under him. "You'll do what | say, Lars. And if | say we're gonna rent a convertible and get 


the fuck out of here, thats what we're doing. Understood?" 
Lars bit his lip. "Yes." 


"Didn't we blow each other earlier?" 


"Yep." 


"Well, fuck. I'm horny again," James's thumb pressed into the skin next to Lars's jaw and he sucked in the flesh. 


"Is your own goddamn fault for being hot. For tasting so good” 
Its always my fault.” 


"That's right," James kissed his way down Lars's chest and traced his tongue around his nipple. "It is always 


your fault. Don't you fucking forget it" 

Lars's breathing was laboured. "I won't." 

"Do you need to be punished?" 

James wrapped his fingers around Lars's dick and moved his fist up and down his shaft in a slow, steady 
motion. Then he formed a ring with his thumb and forefinger at the base and gently tugged downward, while 
simultaneously fondling his balls. 

"Oh fuck," Lars whimpered. "Yes, | need to be punished." 

"How bad? How hard. Lars?" 

James spit on Lars's cock, wrapped his hands around it, and slowly, yet rhythmically, twisted both hands in 
opposite directions. Lars cried out in ecstasy and James never knew a single sound could be expanded into 
something timeless and so fucking beautiful. He did it again, and again, bringing Lars to the edge before stopping. 
"Heh. Well, you sound distracted, so I'll stop." 

"Fuck you," Lars panted and ran his hand through his hair. 

James grabbed Lars's chin and brushed fingers over his mouth, seeking entry. Lars sucked in two fingers and 
circled his tongue around them. James moaned and grinded against him. He loved the way Lars turned on all 
five of his senses, wanting to see him naked, touch him while naked, hear him as he moaned, taste his skin, his 
tongue and his dick, and feel his naked body as he seduced him with the trailing of hungry fingers. 

James swallowed hard "Good, now do that other thing | like." 

Lars situated himself between James's legs. He traced the line that ran between his balls with his fingers and 
started licking from the lowest point upwards using a soft, flat tongue. James groaned and clenched his fists. 


Lars continued to lick in a broad, slow sweep all the way up the shaft of his cock, right up to the tip, before 
suckling it. 


"Fuuuuck," James growled and dug his fingers into Lars's hair. 


Lars grinned. He loved making James squirm. He'd seen him, shared him, with many girls but he had never 


witnessed James react to them in quite the same way. 


Lars flicked the hard tip of his tongue over the super-sensitive strip of skin on the underside of James's cock, 
where the head meets the shaft, and made fast movements across it with his tongue tip. James was coming 
undone in Lars's mouth. Lars lapped at the precum and took him deep into his mouth. James thrashed and 
moaned above him, like on stage, like a roaring tempest, like the Earth shifting on its axis. 


James shot up and restrained Lars underneath him, breathing heavily. 


The air was thick with need. Everything had turned to static electricity in the heat. James assaulted Lars's 
body with a barrage of kisses, nipping and sucking his flesh into frenzy, and in one fluid motion, thrust into him. 
They fucked long and hard, plunging into fire, melted down and reshaped, souls intertwined and dripping with 


sweat. 


